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T HE GEAYO N i 359, 


THE POSSIBLE. 


Alas! I have only ' 


I've passed you in my journey, left and right, 


A heart that is lonely, 


Oli smiling valleys of the Possible ! 


Dismal though loving — 


Along my dnsty path, a mist of light 


Dying in flashes, 


Rose from your streams, a radiance tangible. 


Falling to ashes I 


"Was there not rest for me beside those streams, 




Rest that I wearier grew with praying for? 


. . . ...... j 


Hid not the light of life among those gleams, 


THE. CAaARACT ISLE.' , ."."'.';.!.!',!.'... 


Light that I never found in straying for? 


,.!.-. . . . ... '".. 




I wandered through the ancient wood . , 


Clear on the noon-day blue I see you now, 


That crowns the -Cataract Isle, - *; ?. **. - ; 


Bold mountain- ranges of the Possible! - 


I heard the roaring of the flood, : " 


Right o'er the roadside hangs a beetling brow, 


And "siw ItTwUdTBerce sroflfe. 


Beckoning me up, with threatenings terrible. 




From heights whereon I might, but would not stand, 


Through tall tree-tops the sunshine flecked 


The plummet drops that fathoms Erebus, 


The huge trunks and the ground, c . ■. ■ ■. ; 


There is no vision of the Promised Land, 


And the pomp of fullest summer deoked 


Except from Pisgah, steep and perilous. 


The Island all around. 


On the still ocean of To-Come ye lie, 


And winding paths led all aloDg " '•'•' 


Balm-breatliing islands of the Possible, 


Where friends and lovers strayed : l J 


Drifting in darkness, I may pass ye*by, 


- And voices rose with laugh and song 


Borne from your shelter, green and peaceable. 


From sheltered nooks of shade. 


Yet your far melody of shoreward waves 


Through opening forest vistas whirled 


Keeps my heart restless, longing, listening, 


■ < The- Rapids* foamy flash, • •' 


Up, Faith ! and steer me o'er wrecked sailors' graves, 


As they bbiled along and plunged and swirled, ' 


Our silvery wake in Heavenlight glistening ! 


Wearing their last long dash. 


Shine on, and deepen in the abyss of heaven, 


X crept to the Island's outer verge, *> 


Oh, starry vistas of the Possible 1 


. Where the grand ibroad river fell; ; i 


The spirit asks no goal, and hone is given ; 


Fellisbeer down mid foam and surge 


It rests, it triumphs in the unreachable! 


In a white and blindinghell. 


Thy secret key to the Infinite meanly pawned, 


■■:>'.'' ■-,-. < .- -■..;.;,.- -.--] 


Thy Holiest is a. place of merchandise. 


The steady rainbow gaily shone ...:-. . , . ■*%?, 


Barred unto regions vast, above, beyond, 


Above the- precipice, . - *.?■ 


'Twere prison within the walls of Paradise. 


And the deep low tone of a thunder groan '' ."; 




Rolled np from the drear abyss. ».-. 


Yet, Soul, be reverent I, thou art not God, 


;;- ■■■-. •■■..;' ■; — /)* 


Though child and heir;— oh, birthright glorious! 


And all the day sprang up the spray , ,, ; .J* 


Through blood and tears His Christ to conquest trod. 


Where the broad white sheets were ponredj . { n .<-. 


Such be thy race, each step victorious! 


And fell around i^sbowery play, '■■ I 


Humbly, from loftiest peak, look back and see 


Or upward curled. an&.soared. .-., • - 


Djm waymarks past, thy Unattainable. 
Thy dreams, thin rills that widen to a sea. 
With Him who guides thee, All is possible ! .:'■ 
Ltrov Lakoom. - 


And all the .night those sheets of white 
Gleamed through the spectral mist— 

When o'er-the isle the broad .moonlight ..... 
The wintry foam-flakes kissed. 


LONGING-. - 


In the dark mirror of my thought 


(FROM JULIUS MASEN.) 


I see it, feel it all— ", 




That island "with sweet yisions fraught, ^' v „ 


Were I the rain, 


That awful .waterfall. , _.. 


' Fall would I fain 




Into earth's breast, 


With leafy trees, and T>irds and flowers, 


Till by me nurst 


The isle of life is fair :'^ 


"With joy it should burst. 


But one deep Yoice thrills through its hours, " ; 


Were I the sun, 


One spectral Form is there. 


The ocean upon 


A. power no mortal can resist, 


Dropping my smile, ..-..- 


Rolliog for ever on, 


Up it should spring 


A floating cloud, a shadowy mist, 


For the kisses I bring. 


Eternal undertone. 


Often I list 


And through the sunny vistas gleam 


To be as the mist 


The Fate — the solemn smile. 


And vanish in air, 


Life is Niagara's rushing stream — 


Embracing to take 


Its dreams— that peaeefal Isle. .:'-,. 


The world for its sake. 
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